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FOREWORD. 



This book is the second of a series of eight designed 
to furnish material for memory work and for supple- 
mentary reading in elementary schools. These books 
have been compiled and arranged according to the 
tastes and opinions of our leading educational authori- 
ties as reeordectiqjihe courses of study in the chief 
cities of the United States. All of the pieces required 
or suggested for second year memory work in [the 
schools of New York City will be found in this book. 
To these have been added enough suitable selections 
to meet the needs of the schools of Philadelphia and 
Chicago and many other cities. In the case of 
Chicago, use has been made of the Report of the Com- 
mittee on English of the Chicago Principals 9 Associa- 
tion ; in all other cases, the compiler has had before 
him the course of study now in force in each of the 
principal cities of our country. After a careful exami- 
nation of them, it is believed that the material here 
furnished will satisfy the needs of second year classes 
in more than ninety per cent, of the schools of the 
United States. 

It is, of course, impossible to include in a book like 
this every selection laid down for second year work in 
every course of study. That would be to exhaust the 
supply and leave no material for the other primary 

books. Teachers who may wish to use other selections 

... 
in 



iv FOREWORD 

will, in almost every case, find them in the other 
books of the series. Where the series is adopted as 
a whole, an exchange of books from grade to grade 
will enable teachers to meet the demands of nearly or 
quite every course of study in the land. 

All educational authorities are agreed as to the 
importance of memorizing good literature. Hereto- 
fore the pieces required for any grade have been 
scattered through a large number of volumes. Con- 
sequently teachers and pupils have been obliged to 
waste much valuable time in preparing unsatisfac- 
tory and inaccurate manuscript copies. In most 
cases, these are soon lost or destroyed, thus making 
impossible that frequent review without which the 
best results cannot be obtained. By the use of this 
series, each pupil may be furnished with a printed 
copy of all the pieces to be learned. 

Each book of the series contains many more selec- 
tions than can be memorized in a single year. The 
remainder of the pieces may profitably be used for 
supplementary reading. 

The compiler has endeavored to give due and proper 
credit as to authorship and ownership of copyright 
for every selection contained in this book. Any 
omissions or errors will be promptly rectified after 
proper notification. Thanks are due to those authors 
and publishers who have granted permission to use 
copyrighted material. 

Melvtn Hix. 

June 1, 1905. 
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THE SWING 

How do you like to go up in a swing, 

Up in the air so blue ? 
Oh, I do think it the pleasantest thing 

Ever a child can do ! 

Up in the air and over the wall, 

Till I can see so wide, 
Rivers and trees and cattle and all 

Over the countryside — 

Till I look down on the garden green, 
Down on the roof so brown — 

Up in the air I go flying again, 

Up in the air and down ! 

Robert Louis Stevenson. 
1 



2 SELECTIONS FOR MEMORIZING 

DAISIES* 

At evening when I go to bed 
I see the stars shine overhead ; 
They are the little daisies white 
That dot the meadow of the Night. 

And often while I'm dreaming so, 
Across the sky the Moon will go ; 
It is a lady, sweet and fair, 
Who comes to gather daisies there. 

For, when at morning I arise, 
There's not a star left in the skies ; 
She's picked them all and dropped 

them down 
Into the meadows of the town. 

Frank Dempster Sherman. 
VIOLETS 

O wind, where have you been, 

That you blow so sweet ? 
Among the violets 

Which blossom at your feet. 

The honeysuckle waits 

For summer and for heat ; 
But violets in the chilly spring 

Make the turf so sweet. 

Christina RossettL 

•By permission of and by special arrangement with 
Houghton, Mifflin & Co. 



AND SUPPLEMENTARY READING 3 
HE DIDN'T THINK 

Once a trap was baited 

With a piece of cheese ; 
It tickled so a little mouse 

It almost made him sneeze. 

An old rat said, " There's danger — 

Be careful where you go ! " 
"Nonsense! " said the other, 

" I don't think you know ! " 

So he walked in boldly ; 

Nobody in sight ; 
First he took a nibble, 

Then he took a bite. 

Close the trap together 

Snapped as quick aa wink, 
Catching mousey fast there, 

'Cause he didn't think. 

Phoebe Gary. 
DO YOUR BEST 

Little boy, little girl, 

Never, never rest; 
Do whate'er you can, 

And always do your best. 



SELECTIONS FOR MEMORIZING 
STOP, STOP, PRETTY WATER ! 

1 ' Stop, stop, pretty water 1 9 9 

Said Mary, one day, 
To a frolicsome brook 

That was running away. 

" You run on so fast! 

I wish you would stay ; 
My boat and my flowers 

You will carry away. 

' ' But I will run after : 
Mother says that I may; 

For I would know where 
You are running away." 

So Mary ran on; 

But I have heard say, 
That she never could find 

Where the brook ran away. 

Mrs. Follen. 
KIND HEARTS 

Kind hearts are the gardens, 
Kind thoughts are the roots, 

Kind words are the flowers, 
Kind deeds are the fruits. 

Take care of your garden, 
And keep out the weeds. 

Fill, fill it with sunshine, 
Kind words and kind deeds. 



AND SUPPLEMENTARY READING 5 
A CHRISTMAS SONG 

Why do bells for Christmas ring ? 
Why do little children sing ? 
Once a lovely, shining star, 
Seen by shepherds from afar, 
Gently moved until its light 
Made a manger cradle bright. 
There a darling Baby lay, 
Pillowed soft upon the hay ; 
And its mother sang and smiled, 
"This is Christ, the Holy Child." 
Therefore, bells for Christmas ring, 
Therefore, little children sing ! 

Eugene Field. 



Do all the good you can, 
In all the ways you can, 
To all the people you can, 
Just as long as you can. 



Politeness is to do and say 

The kindest thing in the kindest way. 



He who does his best does well. 



6 SELECTIONS FOR MEMORIZING 

BED IN SUMMER 

In winter I get up at night, 
And dress by yellow candle-light. 
In summer, quite the other way, 
I have to go to bed by day. 

I have to go to bed and see 
The birds still hopping on the tree, 
Or hear the grown-up people's feet 
Still going past me in the street. 

And does it not seem hard to you, 
When all the sky is clear and blue, 
And I should like so much to play, 
To have to go to bed by day ? 

Robert Louis Stevenson. 
OBEDIENCE 

If you're told to do a thing, 
And mean to do it really ; 

Never let it be by halves ; 
Do it fully, freely. 

Do not make a poor excuse, 
Waiting, weak, unsteady; 

All obedience worth the name 
Must be prompt and ready. 

Pheebe Cary. 



AND SUPPLEMENTARY READING 7 

DON'T GIVE UP 

If youVe tried and have not won, 

Never stop for crying ; 
All that's great and good is done 

Just by patient trying. 

Though young birds, in flying, fall, 
Still their wings grow stronger ; 

And the next time they can keep 
Up a little longer. 

Though the sturdy oak has known 
Many a blast that bowed her, 

She has risen again and grown 
Loftier and prouder. 

If by easy work you beat, 

Who the more will prize you ? 

Gaining victoiy from defeat 

That's the test that tries you. 

Phoebe Cary. 
THE RAINBOW 

There are bridges on the rivers 

As pretty as you please ; 
But the bow that bridges heaven, 

And overtops the trees, 

And builds a road from earth to sky, 

Is prettier far than these. 

Christina Rossetti. 



8 SELECTIONS FOR MEMORIZING 
THE NAUGHTY LITTLE ROBIN 

Once there was a robin, 

Lived outside the door, 
Who wanted to go inside 

And hop upon the floor. 

" Oh, no," said the mother, 

" You must stay with me ; 
Little birds are safest 
Sitting in a tree." 

u I don't care," said the robin, 
And gave his tail a fling, 

" I don't think the old folks 
Know quite every thing." 

Down he flew, and kitty seized him, 
Before he'd time to wink. 

" Oh," he cried, " I am sorry, 
But I didn't think." 

Phoebe Cary. 



If Wisdom's ways you wisely seek, 
Five things observe with care : 

To whom you speak, of whom you speak, 
And haiv } and when, and where. 



AND SUPPLEMENTARY READING 9 

THE NURSE'S SONG 

When the voices of children are heard on 
the green, 

And laughing is heard on the hill, 
My heart is at rest within my breast, 

And everything else is stilL 

" Then come home, my children, the sun is 
gone down, 

And the dews of night arise ; 
Come, come, leave off play, and let us away 

Till the morning appears in the skies." 

" No, no, let us play, for it is yet day, 

And we cannot go to sleep ; 
Besides in the sky the little birds fly, 

And the hills are all covered with sheep." 

" Well, well, go and play till the light fades 
away, 
And then go home to bed." 
The little ones leap'd and shouted and 
laugh'd, 
And all the hills echoed. 

WiUiam Blake. 



A cheerful spirit gets on quick, 
A grumbler in the mud will stick. 



10 SELECTIONS FOR MEMORIZING 

THE LOST DOLL 

I once had a sweet little doll, dears, 
The prettiest doll in the world; 

Her cheeks were so red and so white, dears, 
And her hair so prettily cnrled. 

But I lost my poor little doll, dears, 
As I played in the fields one day, 

And I cried for her more than a week, dears, 
But I never could find where she lay. 

I found my poor little doll, dears, 
As I played in the fields one day. 

Folks say she is terribly changed, dears, 
For her paint is all washed away ; 

And her arms trodden off by the cows, dears, 
And her hair not the least bit curled, 

Yet for old sake's sake, she is still, dears, 
The prettiest doll in the world. 

Charles Kingsley. 

Dare to be true ; 

Nothing can need a lie ; 
The fault that needs one most 

Grows two thereby. 

George Herbert 

Doing nothing is doing ill. 



AND SUPPLEMENTARY READING 11 

A GOOD PLAY 

We built a ship upon the stairs 
All made of the back-bedroom chairs, 
And filled it full of sofa pillows 
To go a-sailing on the billows. 

We took a saw and several nails, 
And water in the nursery pails ; 
And Tom said, " Let us also take 
An apple and a slice of cake." 
Which was enough for Tom and me 
To go a-sailing on, till tea. 

We sailed along for days and days, 
And had the very best of plays ; 
But Tom fell out and hurt his knee, 
So there was no one left but me. 

Robert Louis Stevenson. 
O SAILOR, COME ASHORE 

sailor, come ashore, 

What have you brought for me ? 
Red coral, white coral, 
Coral from the sea. 

1 did not dig it from the ground, 
Nor pluck it from a tree ; 

Feeble insects made it 

In the stormy sea. 

Christina Rossetti. 



12 SELECTIONS FOR MEMORIZING 

THE ROBIN'S NEST 

How do the robins build their nests ? 

Robin Redbreast told me. 
First a wisp of yellow hay 
In a pretty round they lay ; 
Then some threads of flax or floss, 
Feathers, too, and bits of moss, 
Woven with a sweet, sweet song, 
This way, that way, and across : 

That's what Robin told me. 

Where do robins hide their nests ? 

Robin Redbreast told me. 
Up among the leaves so deep, 
Where the sunbeams rarely creep. 
Long before the winds are cold, 
Long before the leaves are gold, 
Bright-eyed stars will peep and see 
Baby robins — one, two, three : 

That's what Robin told me. 

George Cooper. 
REMEDY FOR EVIL 

For every evil under the sun, 
There is a remedy, or there is none. 
If there be one, try to find it ; 
If there be none, never mind it. 



AND SUPPLEMENTARY READING 13 
WHAT THE BIRDS SAY 

Do you ask what the birds say ? The 

sparrow, the dove, 
The linnet and thrush say, "I love and I 

love!" 
In the winter they're silent, the wind is so 

strong ; 
What it says I don't know, but it sings a 

loud song. 

But green leaves, and blossoms, and 

sunny warm weather, 
And singing and loving, all come back 

together 
But the lark is so brimful of gladness and 

love, 
The green fields below him, the blue sky 

above, 
That he sings, and he sings; and forever 

sings he, — 
" I love my Love, and my Love loves me ! " 

S. T. Coleridge 
THE SWALLOW 

Fly away, fly away over the sea, 

Sun-loving swallow, for summer is done ; 

Come agjain, come again, come back to me, 
Bringing the summer and bringing the sun. 

Christina Rossetti. 



14 SELECTIONS FOR MEMORIZING 

DON'T KILL THE BIRDS 

Don't kill the birds, the pretty birds, 

That sing about your door, 
Soon as the joyous spring has come, 

And chilling storms are o'er. 
The little birds, how sweet they sing ! 

Oh ! let them joyous live ; 
And never seek to take the life 

That you can never give. 

Don't kill the birds, the pretty birds, 

That play among the trees ; 
'Twould make the earth a cheerless place, 

Should we dispense with these. 
The little birds,how fond they play ! 

Do not disturb their sport ; 
But let them warble forth their songs, 

Till winter cuts them short. 

Don't kill the birds, the happy birds, 
That bless the field and grove ; 

So innocent to look upon, 
They claim our warmest love. 

The happy birds, the tuneful birds 
How pleasant 'tis to see ! 

No spot can be a cheerless place 

Where'er their presence be. 

Colesworthy. 



AND SUPPLEMENTARY READING 15 
ALL THINGS BEAUTIFUL 

All things bright and beautiful, 
All creatures great and small, 

All things wise and wonderf ul, 
The Lord God made them all. 

Each little flower that opens, 
Each little bird that sings, 

He made their glowing colors, 
He made their tiny wings. 

The purple-headed mountain, 

The river running by, 
The morning, and the sunset 

That lighteth up the sky. 

The tall trees in the greenwood, 
The pleasant summer sun, 

The ripe fruits in the garden, 
He made them every one. 

He gave us eyes to see them, 
And lips that we might tell 

How great is God Almighty, • 
Who hath made all things well. 

Mrs. C. F. Alexander. 



16 SELECTIONS FOR MEMORIZING 

THE LAMB 

Little lamb, who made thee ? 
Dost thou know who made thee, 
Gave thee life and bid thee feed 
By the stream and o'er the mead ; 
Gave thee clothing of delight, 
Softest cloth, woolly, bright ; 
Gave thee such a tender voice, 
Making all the vales rejoice ? 

Little lamb, who made fchee? 

Dost thou know who made thee ? 

Little lamb, I'll tell thee, 
Little lamb, I'll tell thee. 
He is called by thy name, 
For He calls himself a Lamb : 
He is meek and He is mild, 
He became a little child. 
I a child and thou a lamb, 
We are called by His name. 

Little lamb, God bless thee ! 

Little lamb, God bless thee ! 

William Blake 



"Wilt thou my true friend be ? 
Then love not mine, but me. 

Herriek. 



AND SUPPLEMENTARY READING 17 
SPRING, SWEET SPRING 

Spring, the sweet spring, is the year's pleas- 

ant king ; 
Then blooms each thing, then maids dance in 

a ring, 
Cold doth not sting, the pretty birds do 

sing \ 
Cuckoo, jug-jug, pee-we, to-witta-woo! 

The palm and May make country houses gay, 
Lambs frisk and play, the shepherds pipe all 

day; 
And we hear aye birds tune this merry lay, 
Cuckoo, jug-jug, pee-we, to-witta-woo! 

The fields breathe sweet, the daisies kiss our 

feet, 
Young lovers meet, old wives a- sunning sit, 
In every street these tunes our ears do greet, 
Cuckoo, jug-jug, pee-we, to-witta-woo I 
Spring ! the sweet spring ! 

Thomas Nash. 



You have two ears and but one mouth, 

Let that, friend, be a token 
Much should be heard, and not so much 

Be spoken. 

All things come to him who waits. 



18 SELECTIONS FOR MEMORIZING 

CONSIDER 

Consider 
The lilies of the field whose bloom is brief : 

We are as they ; 
Like them we fade away as doth a leaf. 

Consider 
The sparrows of the air of small account ; 

Our God doth view 
Whether they fall or mount, — 

He guards us too. 

Consider 

The lilies that do neither spin nor toil, 

Yet are most fair : — 
What profits all this care 

And all this coil ? 

Consider 
The birds that have no barn nor harvest- 
weeks ; 

God gives them food : — 
Much more our Father seeks 

To do us good. 

Christina Rossetti. 



The early bird catches the worm. 
Many hands make light work. 



\ 



AND SUPPLEMENTARY READING 19 

THE BLUEBIRD 

I know the song that the bluebird is singing, 
Out in the apple-tree where he is swinging. 
Brave little fellow I the skies may be 

dreary, — 
Nothing cares he while his heart is so cheery. 

Hark! how the music leaps out from his 

throat ! 
Hark ! was there ever so merry a note ? 

Listen a while, and you'll hear what he's 

saying, 
Up in the apple-tree swinging and swaying. 

II Dear little blossoms down under the snow, 
You must be weary of winter, I know ; 
Hark, while I sing you a message of cheer ! 
Summer is coming! and spring-time is here! 

" Little white snow-drop ! I pray you arise ; 
Bright yellow crocus ! come, open your eyes ; 
Sweet little violets, hid from the cold, 
Put on your mantles of purple and gold ; 
Daffodils ! daffodils ! say, do you hear ? — 
Summer is coming ! and spring-time is here ! " 

Emily Huntington Miller. 



Make hay while the sun shines. 



20 SELECTIONS FOR MEMORIZING 

A BOY'S SONG 

Where the pools are bright and deep, 
Where the gray trout lies asleep, 
Up the river, and o'er the lea, 
That's the way for Billy and me. 

Where the blackbird sings the latest, 
Where the hawthorn blooms the sweetest, 
Where the nestlings chirp and flee, 
That's the way for Billy and me. 

Where the mowers mow the cleanest, 
Where the hay lies thick and greenest ; 
There to trace the homeward bee, 
That's the way for Billy and me. 

Where the hazel bank is steepest, 
Where the shadow falls the deepest, 
Where the clustering nuts fall free, 
That's the way for Billy and me. 

Why the boys should drive away 
Little sweet maidens from the play, 
Or love to banter and fight so well, 
That's the thing I never could telL 

But this I know : I love to play, 
Through the meadow, among the hay; 
Up the water and o'er the lea, 
That's the way for Billy and me. 

James Hogg. 



AND SUPPLEMENTARY READING 21 

ARIEL'S SONGS 

Where the bee sucks, there suck I : 

In the cowslip 's bell I lie ; 

There I couch when owls do cry : 

On the bat's back I do fly 

After summer merrily. 

Merrily, merrily, shall I live now, 
Under the blossom that hangs on the 
bough. 

Come unto these yellow sands, 

And then take hands : 
Curtsied when you have, and kissed, 

(The wild waves whist) 
Foot it f eatly here and there ; 
And, sweet sprites, the burthen bear. 
Hark, hark! 
Bow-wow ! 
The watch-dogs bark : 

Bow-wow ! 
Hark, hark ! I hear 
The strain of strutting chanticleer 
Cry, Cock-a-diddle-dow ! 

William Shakspere. 



It takes two to make a quarrel. 
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A GOOD BOY 

I woke before the morning, 

I was happy all the day, 
I never said an ugly word, 

But smiled and stuck to play. 

And now at last the sun is going 

Down behind the wood, 
And I am very happy, 

For I know that I've been good. 

My bed is waiting cool and fresh, 

With linen smooth and fair, 
And I must off to Sleepsin-by, 

And not forget my prayer. 

I know that till, to-morrow, 

I see the sun arise, 
No ugly dream shall fright my mind, 

No ugly sight my eyes, 

But slumber hold me tightly 

Till I waken in the dawn, 
And hear the thrushes singing 

In the lilacs round the lawn. 

Robert Louis Stevenson. 
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OCTOBER'S PARTY 

October gave a party: 

The leaves by hundreds came, — 
The Ashes, Oaks, and Maples, 

And the leaves of every name. 

The sunshine spread a carpet, 
And everything was grand. 

Miss Weather led the dancing ; 
Professor Wind the band. 

The Chestnuts came in yellow, 
The Oaks in crimson dressed; 

The lovely Misses Maple, 
In purple, looked their best. 

All balanced to their partners, 

And gayly fluttered by. 
The sight was like a rainbow, 

New fallen from the sky. 

Then in the rustic hollows 
At hide-and-seek they played. 

The pirty closed at sundown, 
And everybody stayed. 
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SPRING* 

The alder by the river 

Shakes out her powdery curls; 

The willow buds in silver 
For little boys and girls. 

The little birds fly over, 

And oh, how sweet they sing ! 

To tell the happy children 
That once again 'tis spring. 

The gay green grass comes creeping 

So soft beneath their feet ; 
The frogs begin to ripple 

A music clear and sweet. 

And buttercups are coming, 

And scarlet columbine, 
And in the sunny meadows 

The dandelions shine. 

And just as many daisies 
As their soft hands can hold 

The little ones may gather, 
All fair in white and gold. 

Here blooms the warm red clover, 
There peeps the violet blue ; 

O happy little children ! 
God made them all for you. 

Celia Thaxter. 

♦By permission of and by special arrangement with 
Houghton, Mifflin & Co. 



AND SUPPLEMENTARY READING 26 
THE LAND OF STORY-BOOKS 

At evening, when the lamp is lit, 
Around the fire my parents sit ; 
They sit at home and talk and sing, 
And do not play at anything. 

Now, with my little gun, I crawl 
All in the dark along the wall, 
And follow round the forest track 
Away behind the sofa back. 

There, in the night, where none can spy, 
All in my hunter's camp I lie, 
And play at books that I have read 
Till it is time to go to bed. 

These are the hills, these are the woods, 
These are my starry solitudes; 
And there the river by whose brink 
The roaring lions come to drink. 

I see the others far away, 
As if in firelit camp they lay, 
And I, like to an Indian scout, 
Around their party prowl about. 

So, when my nurse comes in for me, 
Home I return across the sea, 
And go to bed with backward looks 
At my dear land of Story-books. 

Robert Louis Stevenson. 
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ONLY A BABY SMALL 

Only a baby small, 
Dropped from the skies; 

Only a laughing face, 
Two sunny eyes ; 

Only two cherry lips, 

One chubby nose ; 
Only two little hands, 

Ten little toes. 

Only a golden head, 

Curly and soft ; 
Only a tongue that wags 
Loudly and oft ; 

Only a little brain, 

Empty of thought ; 
Only a little head 

Troubled with naught 

Only a tender flower 

Sent us to rear ; 
Only a life to love 

While we are here; 

Only a baby small, 

Never at rest ; 

Small, but how dear to us 

God knoweth best. 

Barr. 
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A SONG FOR LITTLE MAY 

Have you heard the waters singing, 

Little May, 
Where the willows green are bending 

O'er their way ? 
Do you know how low and sweet, 
O'er the pebbles at their feet 
Are the words the waves repeat 

Night and day ? 

Have you heard the robins singing, 

Little one, 
When the rosy dawn is breaking, 

When 'tis done ? 
Have you heard the wooing breeze 
In the blossomed orchard trees, 
And the drowsy hum of bees 

In the sun ? 

All the earth is full of music, 

Little May, 
Bird, and bee, and water singing 

On its way. 
Let their silver voices fall 
On thy heart with happy call : 
" Praise the Lord, who loveth all, 

Night and day, 

Little May." 

E. N. Miller. 
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TRY, TRY AGAIN 

'Tis a lesson you should heed — 

Try again; 
If at first you don't succeed, 

Try again ; 
Let your courage then appear, 
For, if you will persevere, 
You will conquer, never fear ; 

Try again. 

Once or twice though you should fail, 

Try again ; 
If you would at last prevail, 

Try again; 
If we strive 'tis no disgrace 
Though we do not win the race. 
What should we do in that case ? 

Try again. 

If you find your task is hard, 

Try again ; 
Time will bring you your reward ; 

Try again; 
All that other folk can do, 
Why, with patience, may not you ? 
Only keep this rule in view — 

Try again. 
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MY SHADOW 

I have a little shadow that goes in and out 

with me, 
And what can be the use of him is more 

than I can see ; 
He is very, very like me, from the heels up 

to the head, 
And I see him jump before me, when I jump 

into my bed. 

The funniest thing about him is the way he 

likes to grow, 
Not at all like proper children, which is 

always very slow ; 
For he sometimes shoots up taller, like an 

india-rubber ball, 
And he sometimes gets so little that there's 

none of him at all. 

He hasn't got a notion of how children ought 

to play, 
And can only make a fool of me in every 

sort of way; 
He stays so close beside me, he's a coward, 

you can see; 
I'd think shame to stick to nursie as that 

shadow sticks to me ! 
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One morning very early, before the sun was 

up, 
I rose and found the shining dew on every 

buttercup ; 
But my lazy little shadow, like an arrant 

sleepy-head, 
Had staid at home behind me and was fast 

asleep in bed. 

Robert Louis Stevenson. 



IF EVER I SEE 

If ever I see, 
On bush or tree, 

Young birds in a pretty nest, 
I must not, in play, 
Steal the young birds away, 

To grieve their mother's breast. 

My mother, I know, 
Would sorrow so, 

Should I be stolen away; 
So I'll speak to the birds, 
In my softest words, 

Nor hurt them in my play. 

Lydia Maria Child. 
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LITTLE WHITE LILY 

Little white Lily 

Sat by a stone, 
Drooping and waiting 

Till the sun shone. 

Little white Lily 

Sunshine has fed ; 
Little white Lily 

Is lifting her head. 

Little white Lily 

Said " It is good ; 
Little white Lily's 

Clothing and food." 

Little white Lily 
Dressed like a bride ! 

Shining with whiteness, 
And crowned besides I 

Little white Lily 
Droopeth with pain, 

"Waiting and waiting 
For the wet rain. 

Little white Lily 

Holdeth her cup ; 
Rain is fast falling 

And filling it up. 
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Little white Lily 
Said, "Good again, 

When I am thirsty 
To have fresh rain. 

Now I am stronger, 

Now I am cool ; 
Heat cannot burn me, 

My veins are so full." 

Little white Lily 
Smells very sweet ; 

On her head sunshine, 
Rain at her feet. 

Thanks to the sunshine, 
Thanks to the rain I 

Little white Lily 
Is happy again ! 

George Macdoimld. 



Cloud and sun together 

Make the year; 
Without some storms 

No rainbows could appear. 



A laugh is worth a thousand groans in any 
.market;. 
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THANKSGIVING DAY 

Over the river and through the wood, 
To grandfather's house we go; 
The horse knows the way 
To carry the sleigh 
Through the white and drifted snow. 

Over the river and through the wood — 
Oh, how the wind does blow ! 
It stings the toes 
And bites the nose, 
As over the ground we go. 

Over the river and through the wood, 
To have a first-rate play. 

Hear the bells ring, 

' i Ting-a ling-ding ; " 
Hurrah for Thanksgiving Day ! 

Over the river and through the wood, 
Trot fast, my dapple-gray ! 
Spring over the ground, 
Like a hunting-hound! 
For this is Thanksgiving Day. 

Over the river and through the wood, 
And straight through the barnyard gate, 

I We seem to go 

• Extremely slow, — 
It is so hard to wait J 
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Over the river and through the wood — 
Now grandmother's cap I spy ! 
Hurrah for the fun ! 
Is the pudding done ? 
Hurrah for the pumpkin pie ! 

Lydia Maria Child. 
UP IN THE TREE 

What would you see, if I took you up 

My little aerie-stair ? 
You would see the sky, like a clear blue 
cup 

Turned upside down in the air. 

What would you do up my aerie-stair, 

In my little nest on the tree ? 
My child with cries would trouble the air, 

To get what she could but see. 

What would you get in the top of the tree, 

For all your crying and grief ? 
Not a star would you clutch of all you see, 

You could only gather a leaf. 

But when you had lost your greedy grief, 

Content to see from afar, 
You would find in your hand a withering leaf, 

In your heart a shining star. 

George Macdonald. 
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THREE LITTLE KITTENS 

Three little kittens lost their mittens, 
And they began to cry, 
" mother dear. 
We sadly fear 
That we have lost our mittens." 

" Lost your mittens ! 

You naughty kittens ! 
Then you shall have no pie," 

" Mew j mew j mew." 
" No, you shall have no pie." 

u Mew, mew, mew." 

Three little kittens found their mittens, 
And they began to cry, 

" mother dear, 

See here, see here! 
See! we have found our mittens." 

" What ! found your mittens ! 

You little kittens ! 
Then you may have some pie." 

" Pwrr, pwrr, purr ; 
O let us have the pie! 

Pwrr, pwrr, pwrr? 
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The three little kittens put on their mittens, 
And soon ate up the pie. 
" mother dear, 
We greatly fear 
That we have soiled our mittens" 



" Soiled your mittens ! 

You naughty kittens I " 
Then they began to sigh, 

" Mew, mew, mew." 
Then they began to sigh, 

"Mew, mew, mew." 

The three little kittens washed their mittens. 
And hung them out to dry. 

" mother dear, 

Look here, look here/ 
See! we have washed our mittens." 

" Washed your mittens ! 

Oh, you're good kittens, 
But I smell a rat close by : 

Hush ! hush ! " " Mew, mew. 
We smell a rat close by. 

Mew, mew, mew" 
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THE DISCONTENTED BUTTERCUP* 

Down in a field, one day in June, 

The flowers all bloomed together, 

Save one, who tried to hide herself, 

And drooped that pleasant weather. , 

A robin, who had flown too high, 

And felt a little lazy, 
Was resting near a buttercup 

Who wished she were a daisy. 

For daisies grew so trig and tall I 

She always had a passion 
For wearing frills around her neck, 

In just the daisies' fashion. 

And buttercups must always be 
The same old tiresome color ; 

While daisies dress in gold and white, 
Although their gold is duller. 

"Dear Robin," said the sad young flower, 
" Perhaps you'd not mind trying 

To find a nice white frill for me, 

Some day when you are flying ? " 

" You silly thing ! " the robin said, 
" I think you must be crazy : 

•By permission of and by special arrangement with 
Hougfeton, Mifflin & Co. 
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I'd rather be my honest self, 
Than any made-up daisy. 

" You're nicer in your own bright gown, 
The little children love you; 

Be the best buttercup you can, 

And think no flower above you. 

" Though swallows leave me out of sight 
We'd better keep our places ; 

Perhaps the world would all go wrong 
With one too many daisies. 

" Look bravely up into the sky, 
And be content with knowing 

That God wished for a buttercup 

Just here, where you are growing." 

Sarah Orne Jewett. 
A LITTLE CHILD 

A little child may have a loving heart, 
Most dear and sweet, 
And willing feet. 

A little child may have a happy hand, 
Full of kind deeds, 
For many needs. 

A little child may have a gentle voice, 

And pleasant tongue, 

For everyone. 

Selected. 
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A BIRD'S NEST 

Over my shaded doorway, 

Two little brown-winged birds 
Have chosen to fashion their dwelling, 

And utter their loving words ; 
All day they are going and coming 

On errands frequent and fleet, 
And warbling over and over, 

" Sweetest, sweet, sweet, O sweet ! " 

Their necks are changeful and shining, 

Their eyes are like living gems; 
And all day long they are busy 

Gathering straws and stems, 
Lint and feathers and grasses, 

And half forgetting to eat, 
Yet never failing to warble, 

" Sweetest, sweet, sweet, O sweet ! " 

I scatter crumbs on the doorstep, 

And fling them some flossy threads ; 
They fearlessly gather my bounty, 

And turn up their graceful heads, 
And chatter and dance and flutter, 

And scrape with their tiny feet, 
Telling me over and over, 

" Sweetest, sweet, sweet, O sweet ! " 
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What if the sky is clouded ! 

What if the rain comes down ! 
They are all dressed to meet it, 

In waterproof suits of brown. 
They never mope nor languish, 

Nor murmur at storm or heat, 
But say, whatever the weather, 

" Sweetest, sweet, sweet, O sweet ! " 

Always merry and busy, 

Dear little brown- winged birds ! 
Teach me the happy magic 

Hidden in these soft words, 
Which always, in shine or shadow, 

So lovingly you repeat, 
Over and over and over, 

" Sweetest, sweet, sweet, O sweet ! " 

Florence Percy. 
PATIENCE 

The fisher who draws his net too soon 

Won't have any fish to sell ; 
The child who shuts up his book too soon, 

Won't learn any lessons well. 

For if you would have your learning stay, 
Be patient, don't learn too fast ; 

The man who travels a mile each day, 
Will get round the world at last. 

H. W. Dolckeru 
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SEVEN TIMES ONE 

There 's no dew left on the daisies and clover, 

There 's no rain left in heaven ; 
I've said my "seven times " over and over, 

Seven times one are seven. 

I am old, so old I can write a letter ; 

My birthday lessons are done ; 
The lambs play always, they know no 
better, — 

They are only one times one. 

Moon ! in the night I have seen you sailing 
And shining so round and low; 

Yon were bright, ah bright! but your light 
is failing, — 
You are nothing now but a bow. 

You Moon, have you done something wrong 
in heaven, 
That God has hidden your facet 

1 hope if you have, you will soon be forgiven, 
And shine again in your place. 

velvet Bee, you 're a dusty fellow, 

You've powdered your legs with gold! 
brave marsh Mary-buds, rich and yellow, 
r e ise j&zr ssoney to hold ! 
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O Columbine, open your folded wrapper, 
Where two twin turtle-doves dwell! 

Cuckoo-pint, toll me the purple clapper 
That hangs in your clear green bell ! 

And show me your nest, with the young ones 
in it, — 
I will not steal it away ; 

1 am old ! you may trust me, Linnet, Linnet, — 
I am seven times one to-day. 

Jean Ingelow. 
BROTHERS AND SISTERS 

Whatever brawls disturb the street, 
There should be peace at home ; 

Where sisters dwell and brothers meet, 
Quarrels should never come. 

Birds in their little nests agree ; 

And 'tis a shameful sight, 

When children of one family 

Fall out and chide and fight. 

Inaaa Watts. 



A man's best friends are his ten fingers. 



A small leak will sink a great ship. 



AND SUPPLEMENTARY READING 43 

LITTLE JACK FROST* 

Little Jack Frost went up the hill, 
Watching the stars and moon so still, 
Watching the stars and moon so bright, 
And laughing aloud with all his might. 
Little Jack Frost ran down the hill, 
Late in the night when the winds were still, 
Late in the fall when the leaves came down, 
Red and yellow and faded brown. 



Little Jack Frost walked through the trees ; 
"Ah," sighed the flowers, "Good-bye little 

leaves ! " 
"Ah," sighed the grasses, "Jack Frost is nigh!" 
Said Little Jack Frost, "Good-bye ! Good- 
bye ! " 
Little Jack Frost tripped round and round, 
Spreading white snow on the frozen ground, 
Nipping the breezes, icing the streams, 
Chilling the warmth of the sun's bright beams. 



* Used by permission of Oliver DitsoD Company, owners 
4>t the copyright. 
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But when Dame Nature brought back the 
spring, 

Brought back the birds to chirp and sing, 
Melted the snow and warmed the sky, 
Little Jack Frost went pouting by. 
The flowers opened their eyes of blue, 
Green buds peeped out and grasses grew ; 
It was so warm and scorched him so, 
Little Jack Frost was glad to go. 



THE MONTHS 

Thirty days hath September, 
April, June and November ; 
February has twenty-eight alone. 
All the rest have thirty-one, 
Except in leap-year — that's the time 
When February's days are twenty-nine. 



Order is heaven's first law. 



Waste not, want not. 
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THE ROCK-A-BY LADY* 

The Rock-a-by Lady from Hush-a-by street 

Comes stealing ; comes creeping ; 
The poppies they hang from her head to her 

feet, 
And each hath a dream that is tiny and 

fleet- 
She bringeth her poppies to you, my sweet, 
When she findeth you sleeping. 

There is one little dream of a beautiful 
drum — 
" Rub-a-dub !" it goeth; 

There is one little dream of a big sugar- 
plum; 

And lo! thick and fast the other dreams 
come 

Of pop-guns that bang, and tin tops that 
hum, 
And a trumpet that bloweth. 

And dollies peep out of those wee, little 

dreams, 
With laughter and singing; 
And boats go a-floating on silvery streams, 
And the stars peek-a-boo with their own 

misty gleams, 

* From " The Eugene Field Book/' published by Charles 
Scribner's Sons. Used by permission. 
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And up, up, and up, where the Mother Moon 
beams, 
The fairies go winging. 

Would you dream all these dreams that are 

tiny and fleet? 
They'll come to you sleeping ; 
So shut the two eyes that are weary, my 

sweet, 
For the Rock-a-by Lady from Hush-a-by 

street, 
With poppies that hang from her head to 

her feet, 
Comes stealing; comes creeping. 

Eugene Field. 



THE YEAR'S AT THE SPRING 

The year's at the spring, 

And day's at the morn ; 
Morning's at seven ; 

The hillside's dew-pearled ; 
The lark's on the wing ; 

The snail's on the thorn ; 
God's in His heaven — 

All's right with the world. 

Robert Browning. 






AND SUPPLEMENTARY READING 47 
HOW THE LEAVES CAME DOWN 

I'll tell you how the leaves came down. 

The great tree to his children said, 
" You're getting sleepy, Yellow and Brown ; 

Yes, very sleepy little Bed ; 

It is quite time to go to bed." 

11 Ah ! " begged each silly, pouting leaf, 

" Let us a little longer stay. 
Dear Father Tree, behold our grief ; 

'Tis such a very pleasant day, 

We do not want to go away." 

So, for just one more merry day 
To the great tree the leaflets clung, 

Frolicked and danced and had their way, 
Upon the autumn breezes swung, 
Whispering all their sports among. 

a Perhaps the great tree will forget, 
And let us stay until the spring, 

If we all beg, and coax, and fret." 
But the great tree did no such thing ; 
He smiled to hear their whispering. 

" Come, children, all to bed," he cried ; 

And ere the leaves could urge their prayer, 
He shook his head, and far and wide, 
Fluttering and rustling everywhere, 

Down sped the leaflets through the air. 
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I saw them ; on the ground they lay, 
Golden and red, a huddled swarm, 

Waiting till one from far aWay, 

White bed clothes heaped upon her arm, 
Should come to wrap them safe and warm. 

The great bare tree looked down and smiled ; 

" Good-night, dear little leaves," he said, 
And from below each sleepy child 

Replied, " Good-night," and murmured, 

" It is so nice to go to bed ! " 

Susan Coolidge. 
A LITTLE GIRL AND A LITTLE BOY 

There was a little girl, 

And she had a little curl 
Right down in the middle of her forehead, 

And when she was good 

She was very, very good, 
But when she was bad she was horrid. 

There was a little chap, 

And he had a fur cap 
Which came to the middle of his forehead, 

And when he was cold 

He was very, very cold, 
But when he was warm he was torrid. 
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A DUTCH LULLABY* 

Wynken, Blynken, and Nod one night 

Sailed off in a wooden shoe — 
Sailed on a river of crystal light, 

Into a sea of dew. 
" Where are you going, and what do you 
wish ? " 
The old moon asked the three. 
*' We have come to fish for the herring fish 
That live in this beautiful sea ; 
Nets of silver and gold have we ! " 
Said Wynken, 
Blynken, 
And Nod. 

The old moon laughed and sang a song, 

As they rocked in the wooden shoe, 
And the wind that sped them all night long, 

Ruffled the waves of dew. 
The little stars were the herring fish 
That lived in that beautiful sea — 
" Now cast your nets wherever you wish — 
Never areard are we ; " 
So cried the stars to the fishermen three : 
Wynken, 
Blynken, 
And Nod. 

* Prom " The Eugene Field Book " published by Charles 
Scribner's Sons. Used by permission. 
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All night long their nets they threw 

To the stars in the twinkling foam — 
Then down from the skies came the wooden 
shoe, 
Bringing the fishermen home ; 
'Twas all so pretty a sail, it seemed 

As if it could not be, 
And some folks thought 'twas a dream 
they'd dreamed 
Of sailing that beautiful sea — 
But I shall name you the fishermen three : 
Wynken, 
Blynken, 
And Nod. 

Wynken and Blynken are two little eyes, 

And Nod is a little head, 
And the wooden shoe that sailed the skies 

Is a wee one's trundle-bed. 
So shut your eyes while mother sings 

Of wonderful sights that be, 
And you shall see the beautiful things 
As you rock in the misty sea, 
Where the old shoe rocked the fishermen 
three : 

Wynken, 
Blynken, 
And Nod. 

Eugene Field. 
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A CHILD'S CHRISTMAS HYMN 

Away in a manger, 

No crib for a bed, 
The little Lord Jesus 

Laid down His sweet head. ; 

The stars in the heaven 

Looked down where He lay, 

The little Lord Jesus, 
Asleep on the hay. 

The cattle are lowing, 

The Baby awakes ; 
But the little Lord Jesus, 

No crying He makes. 

I love Thee, Lord Jesus ! 

Look down from the sky, 

And stay by my cradle 

Till morning is nigh. 

Martin Luther. 



When Christmas morning comes, they say, 
The whole earth knows 'tis Christmas Day; 
And thro 1 the day, so sweet and strong, 
Is heard the happy children's song, 

" Glory to God above ! 
On earth, peace and helpful love." 
And in the streets or hearts within 
The Christmas carolings begin. 

Emily Dickinson. 
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AN OLD CHRISTMAS CAROL 

God bless the master of this house, 

The mistress also, 
And all the little children, 

That round the table go, 
And all your kin and kinsmen 

That dwell both far and near; 
I wish you a Merry Christmas, 

And a Happy New Year. 

AN OLD ENGLISH CAROL 

Sing high, sing low, 

Sing to and fro, 
Go tell it out with speed, 

Cry out and shout, 

All round about, 
That Christ is born indeed ! 



MERRY CHRISTMAS 

Merry Christmas, full of glee, 
Merry time to you and me ; 
Merry faces beaming bright, 
Merry laugh from hearts so light, 
Yes, Merry Christmas now is near, 
The merriest time in all the year. 

Nellie M. Brown. 
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BUTTERCUPS AND DAISIES 

Buttercups and daisies, 

Oh, the pretty flowers ! 
Coming ere the springtime, 

To tell of sunny hours. 
While the trees are leafless, 

While the fields are bare, 
Buttercups and daisies 

Spring up everywhere. 

Ere the snowdrop peepeth, 

Ere the crocus bold, 
Ere the early primrose 

Opes its paly-gold, 
Somewhere on a sunny bank 

Buttercups are bright, 
Somewhere 'mong the frozen grass 

Peeps the daisy white. 

Little hardy flowers, 

Like to children poor, 
Playing in their sturdy health 

By their mother's door. 
Purple with the north wind, 

Yet alert and bold, 
Fearing not and caring not, 

Though they be a-cold. 



I: 
I 
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What to them is weather ? 

What are stormy showers ? 
Buttercups and daisies 

Are these human flowers ! 
He who gave them hardship 

And a life of care, 
Gave them likewise hardy strength 

And patient hearts to bear. 

Welcome, yellow buttercups ! 

Welcome daisies white ! 
Ye are, in my spirit, 

Visioned a delight. 
Coming ere the springtime, 

Of sunny hours to tell, 
Speaking to our hearts of Him 

Who doeth all things well. 

Mary Howitt* 



» / 



The world is such a happy place, 
That children, whether big or small, 

Should always have a smiling face, 
And never, never, sulk at all. 

Setaun. 
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FAIRY FOLK 

Up the airy mountain, 

Down the rushy glen, 
We dare not go a-hunting 

For fear of little men ; 
Wee folk, good folk, 

Trooping all together ; 
Green jacket, red cap, 

And white owl's feather ! 

Down along the rocky shore 

Some make their home, — 
They live on crispy pancakes 

Of yellow tide-foam ; 
Some in the reeds 

Of the black mountain-lake, 
With frogs for their watch-dogs, 

All night awake. 

High on the hill-tops 

The old King sits; 
He is now so old and gray 

He's nigh lost his wits. 
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With a bridge of white mist 

Columbkill he crosses, 
On his stately journeys 

Prom Slieveleague to Bosses ; 
Or going up with music 

On cold starry nights, 
To sup with the Queen 

Of the gay Northern Lights. 

They stole little Bridget 

For seven years long ; 
When she came down again 

Her friends were all gone. 
They took her lightly back, 

Between the night and morrow, 
They thought that she was fast asleep, 

But she was dead with sorrow. 
They have kept her ever since 

Deep within the lakes, 
On a bed of flag-leaves, 

Watching till she wakes. 

By the craggy hill-side, 
Through the mosses bare, 

They have planted thorn trees 
For pleasure here and there. 
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Is any man so daring 

As dig one up in spite, 
He shall find the thornies set 

In his bed at night. 

Up the airy mountain, 

Down the rushy glen, 
We daren't go a-hunting 

For fear of little men ; 
Wee folk, good folk, 

Trooping all together ; 
Green jacket, red cap, 

And white owl's feather ! 

William Allingham. 



HURT NO LIVING THING 

Hurt no living thing: 

Ladybird nor butterfly, 
Nor moth with dusty wing, 

Nor cricket chirping cheerily, 
Nor grasshopper so light of leap , 
Nor dancing gnat, nor beetle fat, 
Nor harmless worms that creep. 

Christina Rossettl 
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LITTLE GUSTAVA * 

Little Gustava sits in the sun, 
Safe in the porch, and the little drops run 
From the icicles under the eaves so fast, 
For the bright spring sun shines warm at 
last, 
And glad is little Gustava. 

She wears a quaint little scarlet cap, 
And a little green bowl she holds in her lap, 
Filled with bread and milk to the brim, 
And a wreath of marigolds round the rim : 
" Ha ! ha ! " laughs little Gustava. 

Up comes her little gray, coaxing cat, 
With her little pink nose, and she mews 

" What's that ? " 
Gustava feeds her, — she begs for more ; 
And a little brown hen walks in at the door : 
" Good-day ! " cries little Gustava. 

She scatters crumbs for the little brown hen. 
There comes a rush and a flutter, and then 
Down fly her little white doves so sweet, 
With their snowy wings and their crimson 
feet: 
" Welcome ! " cries little Gustava. 

♦By permission of and by special arrangement with 
Houghton, Mifflin & Co. 
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So dainty and eager they pick up the crumbs. 
But who is this through the doorway comes ? 
Little Scotch terrier, little dog Eags 
Looks in her face, and his funny tail wags : 
" Ha, ha ! " laughs little Gustava. 

" You want some breakfast, too ? " and down 
She sets her bowl on the brick floor brown ; 
And little dog Eags drinks up her milk 
While she strokes his shaggy locks, like silk, 
" Dear Eags ! " says little Gustava. 

Waiting without stood sparrow and crow, 
Cooling their feet in the melting snow, 
" Won't you come in, good folk ? " she cried. 
But they were too bashful, and stayed out- 
side, 
Though " Pray come in ! " cried Gustava. 

So the last she threw them, and knelt on the 

mat 
With doves, and biddy, and dog, and cat. 
And her mother came to the open house 

door: 
"Dear little daughter, I bring you some 

more, 
My merry little Gustava I " 
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Kitty and terrier, biddy and doves, 
All things harmless Gustava loves. 
The shy kind creatures 'tis joy to feed, 
And oh, her breakfast is sweet indeed 
To happy little Gustava ! 

Celia Thaxter. 
WINDY NIGHTS 

[Whenever the moon and stars arfe set, 
Whenever the wind is high, 

All night long in the dark and wet, 
A man goes riding by. 

Late in the night when the fires are out, 

Why does he gallop and gallop about! 

Whenever the trees are crying aloud, 
And ships are tossed at sea, 

By, on the highway, low and loud, 
By at the gallop goes he. 

By at the gallop he goes, and then 

By he comes back at the gallop again. 

"Robert Louis Stevenson. 



It is more blessed to give than to receive. 

The Bible. 






God helps them who help themselves. 

Franklin. 
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WHO STOLE THE BIRD'S NEST? 

" To- whit ! to- whit ! to-whee ! 
Will you listen to me ? 
Who stole four eggs I laid, 
And the nice nest I made ? " 

" Not I," said the cow, " moo-oo ! 
Such a thing I'd never do. 
I gave you a wisp of hay, 
But didn't take your nest away. 
Not I," said the cow, " moo-oo ! 
Such a thing I'd never do." 

"To-whit ! to- whit ! to-whee ! 
Will you listen to me ? 
Who stole four eggs I laid, 
And the nice nest I made ? " 

" Bob-o'-link ! BoW-link ! 
Now what do you think ? 
Who stole a nest away 
From the plum-tree to-day ? " 

" Not I," said the dog, " bow-wow ! 
I wouldn't be so mean, anyhow ! 
I gave the hairs the nest to make, 
But the nest I did not take. 
Not I," said the dog, " bow-wow ! 
I'm not so mean, anyhow." 
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" To-whitI to-whit! to-whee! 
Will you listen to me? 
Who stole four eggs I laid, 
And the nice nest I made? " 

" Bob-o Mink! Bob-o Mink! 
Now what do you think? 
Who stole a nest away 
From the plum-tree to-day? " 

' * Coo-coo ! coo-coo I coo-coo ! 
Let me speak a word, too t 
Who stole that pretty nest 
From little yellow-breast? " 

* i Not I, ' 9 said the sheep, ' * oh, no ! 
I wouldn't treat a poor bird so. 
I gave the wool the nest to line, 
But the nest was none of mine. 
Baa I baa ! ' ' said the sheep, * * oh, no ! 
I wouldn't treat a poor bird so!" 

1 ' To-whit I to-whit ! to-whee ! 
Will you listen to me f 
Who stole four eggs I laid, 
And the nice nest I made? " 

« ' Bob-o Mink ! Bob-o Mink ! 
Now what do you think? 
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Who stole a nest away 
From the plum-tree to-day? " 

I i Coo-coo ! coo-coo ! coo-coo ! 
Let me speak a word, too I 
Who stole that pretty nest 
From little yellow-breast? " 

I I Caw ! caw ! ' ' cried the crow, 
" I should like to know 
What thief took away 

A bird's nest to-day? " 



' ' Cluck ! cluck I ' ' said the hen, 
" Don't ask me again I 
Why, I haven't a chick 
Would do such a trick. 
We all gave her a feather, 
And she wove them together. 
I'd scorn to intrude 
On her and her brood. 
Cluck! cluck! " said the hen, 
" Don't ask me again." 

" Chirr-a-whirr ! chirr-a- whirr ! 
All the birds make a stir! 
Let us find out his name, 
And all cry, ' for shame! ' " 
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u I would not rob a bird," 
Said little Mary Green; 

u I think I never heard 
Of anything so mean." 

u It is very cruel, too,* 

Said little Alice Neal ; 
a I wonder if he knew 

How sad the bird would feel ?" 

A little boy hung down his head. 
And went and hid behind the bed; 
For he stole that pretty nest 
Prom poor little yellow-breast ; 
And he felt so full of shame, 
He didn't like to tell his name. 

Lydia Maria Child* 



Be kind and be gentle 
To those who are old, 

For kindness is dearer 
And better than gold. 
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DAME WIGGINS OF LEE, AND HER SEVEN 

WONDERFUL CATS 

Dame Wiggins of Lee 
Was a worthy old soul, 
As e'er threaded a nee- 
dle, or wash'd in a bowl ; 
She held mice and rats 
In such antipa-thy, 
That seven fine cats 
Kept Dame Wiggins of Lee, 

The rats and mice scared 
By this fierce- whiskered crew, 
The poor seven cats 
Soon had nothing to do ; 
So, as any one idle 
She ne'er loved to see, 
She sent them to school, 
Did Dame Wiggins of Lee. 

The Master soon wrote 
That they all of them knew 
How to read the word " milk " 

* And to spell the word " mew." 

And they all washed their faces 

' Before they took tea : 

" Were there ever such dears ! " 
Said Dame Wiggins of Lee. 
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He had also thought well 
To comply with their wish 
To spend all their play-time 
In learning to fish 
For stitlings ; they sent her 
A present of three, 
Which, fried, were a feast 
For Dame Wiggins of Lee. 

But soon she grew tired 
Of living alone ; 
So she sent for her cats 
From school to come home* 
Each rowing a wherry. 
Returning you see : 
The frolic made merry 
Dame Wiggins of Lee. 

The Dame was quite pleas'd 

And ran out to market ; 

When she came back 

They were mending the carpet. 

The needle each handled 

As brisk as a bee ; 

" Well done, my good cats," 

Said Dame Wiggins of Lee. 
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To give them a treat, 
She ran out for some rice ; 
When she came back, 
They were skating on ice. 
" I shall soon see one down, 
Aye, perhaps, two or three, 
I'll bet half a crown," 
Said Dame Wiggins of Lee. 

When springtime came back 
They had breakfast of curds ; 
And were greatly afraid 
Of disturbing the birds. 
" If you sit, like good cats, 
All the seven in a tree, 
They will teach you to sing ! " 
Said Dame Wiggins of Lee. 

So they sat in a tree, 

And said " Beautiful ! Hark ! " 

And they listened and looked 

In the clouds for the lark. 

Then sang, by the fireside, 

Symphonious-ly 

A. song without words 

To Dame Wiggins of Lee. 
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They called the Dext day 

On the tomtit and sparrow, 

And wheeled a poor sick lamb 

Home in a barrow. 

" You shall all have some sprats 

For your humani-ty, 

My seven good cats," 

Said Dame Wiggins of Lee. 

While she ran to the field, 
To look for its dam, 
They were warming the bed 
For the poor sick lamb ; 
They turned up the clothes 
All as neat as could be ; 
" I shall ne'er want a nurse," 
Said Dame Wiggins of Lee. 

She wished them good-night, 
And went up to bed ; 
When, lo ! in the morning, 
The cats were all fled. 
But soon — what a fuss ! 
" Where can they all be ? 
Here, pussy, puss, puss ! " 
Cried Dame Wiggins of Lee. 
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The Dame's heart was nigh broke, 
So she sat down to weep, 
When she saw them come back 
Each riding a sheep. 
She fondled and patted 
Each purring tom-my : 
" Ah ! welcome, my dears," 
Said Dame Wiggins of Lee. 

The Dame was unable 
Her pleasure to smother 
To see the sick lamb 
Jump up to its mother. 
In spite of the gout, 
And a pain in her knee, 
She went dancing about : 
Did Dame Wiggins of Lee. 

The Parmer soon heard 
Where his sheep went astray, 
And arrived at Dame's door 
With his faithful dog Tray. 
He knocked with his crook, 
And the stranger to see, 
Out the window did look 
Dame Wiggins of Lee. 
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For their kindness he had them 

All drawn by his team ; 

And gave them some field-mice, 

And raspberry-cream. 

Said he, " All my stock 

You shall presently see ; 

For I honor the cats 

Of Dame Wiggins of Lee." 

He sent his maid out 
For some muffins and crumpets ; 
And when he tum'd round 
They were blowing of trumpets. 
Said he, " I suppose 
She's as deaf as can be, 
Or this ne'er could be borne 
By Dame Wiggins of Lee." 

To show them his poultry, 
He turn'd them all loose, 
When each nimbly leap'd 
On the back of a goose, 
Which frighten'd them so 
That they ran to the sea, 
And half-drown'd the poor cats 
Of Dame Wiggins of Lee. 
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For the care of his lamb 
And their comical pranks, 
He gave them a ham 
And abundance of thanks. 
" I wish you good-day, 
My fine fellows," said he ; 
" My compliments, pray, 
To Dame Wiggins of Lee." 

You see them arrived 
At their Dame's welcome door ; 
They show her their presents, 
And all their good store. 
" Now come in to supper, 
And sit down with me ; 
All welcome once more." 
Cried Dame Wiggins of Lee. 

Sharpe-Ruskin. 



A wise son maketh a glad father ; 

But a foolish son is the heaviness of his 

mother. 

Bible, 



A single sunbeam is enough to drive away 
many shadows. 

St. Francis of Assist. 
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LADY MOON* 

Lady Moon, Lady Moon, where are you 
roving? 
Over the sea. 
Lady Moon, Lady Moon, whom are you 
loving? 
All that love me. 

Are you not tired with rolling, and never 

Besting to sleep? 
[Why look so pale and so sad, as forever 

Wishing to weep? 

Ask me not this, little child, if you love me ; 

You are too bold: 
I must obey my dear Father above me, 

And do as I'm told. 

Lady Moon, Lady Moon, where are you 
roving? 
Over the sea. 
Lady Moon, Lady Moon, whom are you 
loving? 
All that love me. 

Lord Houghton. 

* Repeated from «* First Year Book" for the convenience 
of New York City schools. 
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FOR MY COUNTRY 

I ought to love my country, 

The land in which I live ; 
Yes, I am very sure my heart 

Its truest love should give. 

• 
For if I love my country, 

I'll try to be a man 
My country may be proud of ; 

And if I try I can. 

She wants men, brave and noble, 

She needs men brave and kind, 

My country needs that I should be 

The best man she can find. 

Selected. 



OUR NATIVE LAND 

Other countries, far and near, 

Other people hold most dear ; 

Other countries ne'er can be 

Half so dear to you and me 

As our own, our native land. 

By it firmly let us stand. 

a Phillips. 



PATRIOTIC SELECTIONS 

FOR 
ALL GRADES 



m i 



SELECTIONS FOB MEMORIZING 77 

AMERICA 

My country, 'tis of thee, 
Sweet land of liberty, 

Of thee I sing; 
Land where my fathers died, 
Land of the pilgrims ' pride, 
From every mountain side 

Let freedom ring! 

My native country, thee, 
Land of the noble free, — 

Thy name I love; 
I love thy rocks and rills, 
Thy woods and templed hills ; 
My heart with rapture thrills 

Like that above. 

Let music swell the breeze, 
And ring from all the trees 

Sweet freedom's song; 
Let mortal tongues awake; 
Let all that breathe partake ; 
Let rocks their silence break, 

The sound prolong. 

Our fathers ' God, to Thee, 
Author of liberty, 
To Thee we sing; 
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Long may our land be bright 
With freedom 's holy light ; 
Protect us by Thy might, 
Great God, our King ! 

Samuel Francis Smith, D. D. 
BATTLE-HYMN OF THE REPUBLIC 

Mine eyes have seen the glory of the coming 

of the Lord; 
He is trampling out the vintage where the 

grapes of wrath are stored ; 
He hath loosed the fateful lightning of His 

terrible swift sword: 
His truth is marching on. 

I have seen Him in the watch-fires of a hun- 
dred circling camps ; 

They have builded Him an altar in the even- 
ing dews and damps ; 

I can read His righteous sentence by the dim 
and flaring lamps : 
His day is marching on. 

I have read a fiery gospel, writ in burnished 

rows of steel : 
" As ye deal with My contemners, so with you 

My grace shall deal ; 
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Let the Hero, born of woman, crush the ser- 
pent with His heel, 
Since God is marching on. 9 9 

He has sounded forth the trumpet that shall 

never call retreat ; 
He is sifting out the hearts of men before 

His judgment-seat : 
Oh! be swift, my soul, to answer Him! be 

jubilant, my feet; 
Our God is marching on. 

In the beauty of the lilies Christ was born 

across the sea, 
With a glory in His bosom that transfigures 

you and me : 
As He died to make men holy, let us die to 

make men free, 
While God is marching on. 

Julia Ward Howe. 
HOME, SWEET HOME! 

'Mid pleasures and palaces though we may 

roam, 
Be it ever so humble, there's no place like 

home; .-, ■ 

A charm from the sky seems to hallow us 

there, 

885515 
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Which seek through the world, is ne'er met 

with elsewhere. 
Home, home, sweet, sweet home! 
There's no place like home! there's no place 

like home! 

An exile from home, splendor dazzles in vain ; 
Oh, give me my lowly thatched cottage again ! 
The birds singing gaily that came at my 

call, — , 
Give me them, and the peace of mind, dearer 

than all. 
Home, home, sweet, sweet home! 
There 's no place like home ! there 's no place 

like home ! 

How sweet 'tis to sit 'neath a fond father's 

smile, 
And the cares of a mother to soothe and 

beguile! 
Let others delight 'mid new pleasures to 

roam, 
But give me, oh, give me the pleasures of 

home! 
Home, home, sweet, sweet home! 
There's no place like home! there's no place 

like home I 
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I 

To thee I'll return, overburdened with care; 
The heart's dearest solace will smile on me 

there ; 
No more from that cottage again will I roam : 
Be it ever so humble, there's no place like 

home. 
Home, home, sweet, sweet home! 
There's no place like home! there's no place 

like home ! 

John Howard Payne. 
THE STAR-SPANGLED BANNER 

say, can you see, by the dawn's early light, 
What so proudly we hailed at the twilight's 
last gleaming, 

Whose broad stripes and bright stars, 
through the perilous fight, 
'er the ramparts we watched were so gal- 
lantly streaming 1 

And the rocket's red glare, the bombs burst- 
ing in air, 

Gave proof through the night that our flag 
was still there ; 

O say, does that star-spangled banner yet 
wave 

O'er the land of the free and the home of the 
brave? 
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On the shore, dimly seen through the mists of 
the deep, 
Where the foe's haughty host in dread 
silence reposes, 

What is that which the breeze, o 'er the tower- 
ing steep, 
As it fitfully blows, half conceals, half dis- 
closes f 

Now it catches the gleam of the morning's 
first beam, 

In full glory reflected, now shines on the 
stream ; 

'Tis the star-spangled banner; oh, long may 
it wave 

O'er the land of the free and the home of 
the brave ! 



And where is that band who so vauntingly 
swore 
That the havoc of war and the battle's con- 
fusion 

A home and a country should leave us no 
more? 

Their blood has washed out their foul foot- 
steps' pollution. 
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No refuge could save the hireling and slave 
From the terror of flight or the gloom of the 

grave; 
And the star-spangled banner in triumph doth 

wave 
'er the land of the free and the home of the 

brave ! 

Oh, thus be it ever, when freemen shall stand 
Between their loved homes and the war's 
desolation ; 

Blest with victory and peace may the heaven- 
rescued land 
Praise the Power that hath made and pre- 
served us a nation. 

Then conquer we must, when our cause it is 
just, 

And this be our motto, " In God is our 
trust !" 

And the star-spangled banner in triumph 
shall wave 

'er the land of the free and the home of the 
brave. 

Francis Scott Key. 
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HAIL, COLUMBIA! 

Hail, Columbia ! happy land ! 
Hail, ye heroes, heaven-born band! 

Who fought and bled in Freedom's cause, 

Who fought and bled in Freedom's cause; 
And when the storm of war was gone, 
Enjoyed the peace your valor won. 

Let independence be our boast, 

Ever mindful what it cost ; 

Ever grateful for the prize, 

Let its altar reach the skies. 

Firm united let us be, 
Rallying round our liberty! 
As a band of brothers joined, 
Peace and safety we shall find. 

Immortal patriots, rise once more ! 

Defend your rights, defend your shore; 
Let no rude foe, with impious hand, 
Let no rude foe, with impious hand, 

Invade the shrine where sacred lies, 

Of toil and blood, the well-earned prize; 
While offering peace sincere and just, 
In Heaven we place a manly trust, 
That truth and justice will prevail, 
And every scheme of bondage f aiL 
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Firm united, etc. 

Sound, sound the trump of Fame ! 

Let WASHINGTON'S great name 
Ring through the world with loud applause, 
Ring through the world with loud applause I 

Let every clime to Freedom dear, 

Listen with a joyful ear. 
With equal skill and godlike power, 
He governed in the fearful hour 
Of horrid war ; or guides, with ease, 
The happier times of honest peace. 

Firm united, etc. 

Behold the chief who now commands, 
Once more to serve his country, stands — 
The rock on which the storm will beat, 
The rock on which the storm will beat ; 
But, armed in virtue firm and true, 
His hopes are fixed on Heaven and you. 
When hope was sinking in dismay, 
And glooms obscured Columbia's day, 
His steady mind, from changes free, 
Resolved on death or liberty. 

Firm united, etc. 

Joseph Hopkinson. 
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THE AMERICAN FLAG 

When Freedom from her mountain height 

Unfurled her standard to the air, 
She tore the azure robe of night, 
And set the stars of glory there I 
She mingled with its gorgeous dyes 
The milky baldric of the skies, 
And striped its pure celestial white 
With streakings of the morning light; 
Then, from his mansion in the sun, 
She called her eagle-bearer down, 
And gave into his mighty hand 
The symbol of her chosen land I 

Majestic monarch of the cloud! 

Who rear 'st aloft thy regal form, 
To hear the tempest trumpings loud 
And see the lightning lances driven, 

When strive the warriors of the storm, 
And rolls the thunder-drum of heaven, — 
Child of the sun ! to thee 'tis given 

To guard the banner of the free, 
To hover in the sulphur smoke, 
To ward away the battle stroke, 
And bid its blendings shine afar, 
Like rainbows on the cloud of war, 

The harbingers of victory ! 
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Flag of the brave! thy folds shall fly, 
The sign of hope and triumph high, 
When speaks the signal trumpet tone, 
And the long line comes gleaming on. 
Ere yet the lif eblood, warm and wet, 
Has dimmed the glistening bayonet, 
Each soldier eye shall brightly turn 
To where thy sky-born glories burn, 
And, as his springing steps advance, 
Catch war and vengeance from the glance. 
And when the cannon-mouthings loud 
Heave in wild wreaths the battle-shroud, 
And gory sabers rise and fall 
Like shoots of flame on midnight's pall, 

Then shall thy meteor glances glow, 
And cowering foes shall shrink beneath 

Each gallant arr i that strikes below 
That lovely messenger of death. 

Flag of the seas! on ocean wave 
Thy stars shall glitter o'er the brave; 
When Death, careering on the gale, 
Sweeps darkly round the bellied sail, 
And frighted waves rush wildly back 
Before the broadside's reeling rack, 
Each dying wanderer of the sea 
Shall look, at once, to heaven and thee, 
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■ 

And smile to see thy splendors fly 

In triumph o 'er his closing eye. 

Flag of the free heart's hope and home, 

By angel hands to valor given ! 
Thy stars have lit the welkin dome, 

And all thy hues were born in heaven. 
Forever float that standard sheet I 

Where breathes the foe but falls before us, 
With Freedom 's soil beneath our feet, 

And Freedom's banner streaming o'er us! 

Joseph Rodman Drake. 
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